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brutality, which carried me through. A Turkish
man-of-war ran in to the shore where Pym had taken
his refugees, flying the English flag, and, when the
refugees poured out from their rocky shelter, opened
its broadsides on them. One of my runners^ came
in with the news of this atrocity, in the morning of
the day the post should arrive, and I went at once
to Dendrinos and insisted on his sending the order
to Boutakoff to go to the relief of the Cretan fami-
lies at Selinos, The frigate lay at Suda, and I dic-
tated the letter to Boutakoff, saw it consigned to
the messenger, and never left Dendrinos alone till
time had elapsed sufficient for the delivery of the
message on the frigate, being certain that if I left
the timid man to himself he would send a counter
order. Boutakoff, nothing loath, got up his anchor,
and came round to the roadstead of Canea to await
the post and the last advices, but I hurried him off
without delay, apprehensive of the counter order
from Ignatieff. This did in fact arrive by the post,
but three hours too late. The General Admiral car-
ried 1200 women and children to the Greek ports,
but the repetition was forbidden.

The insurrection flamed up anew, however, and
negotiations were broken off, though the deporta-
tions were stoppedo Mustapha, finding it impossible
to force his way into Sphakia from the west, ordered
the fleet round, and transported the army entire to
Franco Castelli on the southern shore, and bribed
the chief of the district to allow him to pass to Asky-
pho without resistance. In this great plain, whichnessed the insurrection
